THE   BURNING   SECRET

To-day he felt that he had stirred her to the depths, had
aroused something wild and untamed in her nature, and
he trembled in face of the forces he had unleashed.
Hardly a morsel of food could he swallow; his throat
was dry, his lips were cracked. His mother seemed un-
aware of his desperate plight. But when the horrible
meal at last came to an end and they rose from table,
Frau Blumental turned casually to her son and said:

"Gome to my room, Edgar. I wish to have a few words
with you."

No threat in her voice, thank goodness! But, oh, how
icy and aloof was her demeanour. Her words fell over
Edgar like a cold douche and ma.de him shiver. His
defiance oozed away. Like a whipped cur, the child fol-
lowed his. mother in silence to her room.

She prolonged Edgar's martyrdom by sitting for a
while without uttering a word. Through the open
window came the joyous laughter of children at play;
but Edgar's heart beat to suffocation. Frau Blurnental,
too, was ill at ease, avoiding her son's eyes even when she
began to speak to him.

"I don't intend to tell you what I think of your con-
duct, Edgar. The mere thought of it horrifies me. You
will pay for the consequences. But you are certainly not
fit to mix with grown-ups and sensible people. I have
written to your father and told him that your unruly
behaviour needs stricter discipline than I am able to
provide. I have suggested he find you a tutor, or that he
send you to a boarding-school, where you will be taught
your manners. That is all. I myself shall not bother
about you any more."

Edgar's head sank on his breast. He knew that this
was only a prologue, and that worse was in store. Frau
Blumental continued:

"You will have to apologize to Baron von Stern-

feldt____"
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